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Seven lives should be enough 
by Lost_in_thoughts 


Summary 


It's the night before his Trial of the Grasses, and Aiden is scared. 


Notes 


Hey! I came up with another oneshot for the Dyn Marv witchers, this time featuring Aiden 
waiting for his Trial of the Grasses. 
The best betareader @akhuna came up with another great title, thank you so much, bestie! 


I hope you all enjoy this new story :) 


Thump. Thump. Thump. His heart was pounding against his ribs like an animal trying to 
escape its cage. The last time it had raced like this had been when Guxart had taken him from 
the orphanage. Three years had passed since then, and there had never been a moment where 
he had been as scared as he was now. 


And as if it wasn’t enough that his fear made it almost impossible to think straight, it had also 
taken control over his body: He had trouble swallowing and the mug of Mahakam spirit 
every aspirant was allowed the night before the Grasses threatened to slip from his numb, 
sweaty fingers, no matter how hard he clutched it. The fire in front of him felt both too cold 
and too hot at the same time; it looked strangely blurred, too. Watching its flames dancing in 
the night air made him dizzy, so he squeezed his eyes shut and focused on his breathing. In — 
out, in — out, just like Farid’eh had taught them at their meditation lessons. 


When he felt steady enough to open his eyes again, he looked around. Old Tom sat across 
from him, eating candied ginger and smoking his pipe. Earlier, he had told stories and 
usually, Aiden loved listening to him. Tonight though, he hadn’t cared, although Old Tom had 
started with one of his favourite tales. But having to face the Trial of Grasses tomorrow, he 
suddenly seemed way too old to cheer for a rogue retrieving a treasure from an underwater 
cave, making a deal with a mad king and thus saving a whole country from said king's tax 
claims. 


Next to Old Tom sat Lexandre, playing with his knives and talking to Jad and Brehen, who 
downed one tankard after another as if their lives depended on it. As Brehen looked up and 
gave him one of his creepy smirks, Aiden looked away. The last thing he needed was to 
become the centre of this man’s attention. He was afraid enough as it was, even without 
having to worry that Brehen would cut his throat tonight just because he could. Or do other 
things, each of which probably more horrible than the Grasses. 


Kiyan and Lilesha played Gwent, with Lilesha obviously in the lead. Although Aiden knew 
how stupid and unfair it was, a part of his fear turned into anger as he watched them. Aged 
eight and nine, they both had another year until their Grasses, so tonight, they had no care in 
the world except which of them would win their stupid game of cards or if they could nick a 
little booze from someone. 


He took a deep breath. He knew that both of them were worried about tomorrow, too. That 
they feared if their friends would survive the trial. And he was one of their friends. He knew 
they worried about him just as much as he would worry about them one year from now. At 
least if he survived tomorrow. Because dead people couldn’t worry anymore. 


Taking a sip of his booze, the burning sensation in his throat being a nice distraction from his 
thoughts, he forced himself to look at Cedric. He was one of the nicest mentors, and Aiden 
didn’t know if it was because he was so young that he could still remember being a boy 
before his trials. He didn’t know if any of them remembered how they had felt before their 
Grasses. It didn’t matter, he supposed. Cedric sat next to Axel, and they talked and laughed. 
Just as if everything was as it should be. 


He turned his head and looked at Gaetan, sitting to his right. He was busy stabbing a stick 
into the soil, his already empty mug on the ground next to him. He had drank the booze up in 
two long gulps. Although he would never admit it, Aiden could feel that he was afraid, too. 
The last few days Gaetan had been wandering around the caravan restlessly, and he had 
tossed and turned in his bedroll during the night. 


Next to Gaetan sat Schrédinger, and Aiden wondered how the mentors had managed to 
convince them to spend the evening with all of them. They probably hadn’t, though. The 
thing about Schrédinger was that they only were where they wanted to be. Aiden was glad 
they had chosen to be here tonight. If he had to die, having spent one more evening with 
Schrédinger was good. It was funny, though, how totally unimpressed they seemed. Sipping 
on their booze, they were as relaxed as ever. There had been only one thing they had 
complained about - that they weren’t allowed to eat as much as they wanted on their maybe 
last evening alive. Dragonfly had laughed and told them they should make an effort to 
survive so they could catch up on it after the Grasses. 


Make an effort. 


Aiden had no clue how the Grasses worked in detail, he just knew they had to drink several 
potions and were injected with certain substances, but he doubted that making an effort 
would make any difference. He also doubted that Dragonfly had meant any harm. It had 
probably only been a joke, but it would have been better if she hadn’t said anything at all. 
Like all the times Aiden or any other aspirant had asked her or one of the other adults how 
their Grasses had felt. The answer had always been the same: They didn’t remember. Aiden 
knew it was a lie. Maybe they wanted to calm the young ones, or maybe only themselves. 


It didn’t matter. This way or that, it wasn’t fair. It wasn’t fair that he sat here having to face 
his fear all alone because the adults ignored it and Gaetan didn’t want to talk about it and 
Schrédinger just couldn’t understand. And it wasn’t fair that he maybe would die tomorrow. 
Or a few days after that, having gone crazy with fever and pain. 


He knew it was a stupid thought. Life usually wasn’t fair. And he had been incredibly lucky 
to have made it this far. His stepfather could’ve beaten him to death instead of only giving 
him to an orphanage. He could have died there, too. From starvation or one of the many 
sicknesses that had killed other children living there with him. Instead, Guxart had brought 
him to the Caravan. And here, he could have died in one of their training lessons or get killed 
by one of the evil cats (because that was what they were. Not even Brehen or his best friend 
Jad Karadin were mad, no matter what the people of the Continent whispered). But he was 
still here. So, he should be glad. 


And he planned on staying here much, much longer. He wanted to and he had to, and that had 
to count something, hadn’t it? There were so many things he still had to learn, so many places 
he wanted to see, so many monsters to kill. And so many adventures to experience with his 
friends, time to spend with Lilesha, with Kiyan, with Schrédinger if they were up to it. And 
with Gaetan. With him most of all. Taking a deep breath, he gulped down the rest of his 
Mahakam spirit, the alcohol burning in his throat. 


Apart from the stupid wishes and hopes of a naive boy, there were facts which proved the 
possibility to survive wasn’t that tiny. The mentors said that the Cats had the best survival 


rate out of all Witcher schools. The Wolves, their worst enemies, lost seven out of ten boys in 
every cohort. The Griffins and Vipers had similar death rates. Aiden had asked why the Cats 
did so much better with “only” losing three to five out of ten. Farid’eh had said they chose 
their aspirants more wisely, and Aiden hadn’t wanted to disagree. 


Brehen said the Cats had a better survival rate because they didn’t spoil their aspirants so 
much in the training. Although they were still much too spoiled for his liking. But Brehen 
was a pain in the ass, so his opinion didn’t count. And Aiden had the suspicion that he liked 
to make everyone miserable because, beyond his evilness, he was probably the most 
miserable of them all. 


In Aiden’s opinion, Guxart was the reason Cat aspirants were more likely to survive the 
Grasses. Not that he could compare, because he didn’t know any other grandmasters. Of 
course not, the other schools hated the Cats. But he knew that Guxart cared. And he had 
chosen him, so he would survive tomorrow. Because Guxart wouldn’t choose anyone who 
had no chance of surviving. Of course, some of the children he had brought to the caravan 
had died, but this didn’t mean anything, did it? Aiden met all the requirements for being a Cat 
— he was quick, he was clever, and he was really good with a knife. On top of that, he was a 
half-elf. And Gezras, the founder of Dyn Marv, the man who had freed the Cats from Stygga 
castle, was an elf, too. 


So, Aiden was fit for being a Cat. And cats did have nine lives, both the ones with four legs 
and those with only two. Everybody knew that. Even if he counted his time with his 
stepfather and the horrors in the orphanage, he had at least seven lives left. More than enough 
to survive the Grasses. 


For a moment, he felt relieved. Then he remembered how many children before him had died 
during their Grasses. It was hard to believe that so many nine- or ten-year-olds should have 
already used up their nine lives. He swallowed as a horrible thought crossed his mind. What 
if they only became Cats after the Grasses? 


And what if he met the physical requirements for being a cat, but something was wrong with 
his mind? That possibility was even scarier. The others often told him that he was too soft, to 
open about his feelings. But he had never thought that to be a problem. Until now. He knew 
that people said the Grasses turned the cats into crazy and unhinged people. If he followed 
this thought, did that mean that men like Jad had been totally rational and indifferent as 
children? What if only the more aloof and reserved Cats were able to survive because the 
already emotional ones couldn’t manage and their heightened emotions just...made them 
explode from the inside? 


Closing his eyes, he swallowed and ignored the urge to jump up and shake the others and yell 
at them. How could they sit there and have a good time and pretend that everything was 
normal when a week from now he and six other children could be dead? It was wrong. 
Wrong. Wrong. Wrong. 


Putting his mug aside, he dug his fingernails into his palms and waited until the pain grew 
stronger than his anger and his panic. Then, he took a deep breath and, as he was able to think 
again, tried to find comfort in the fact that he wouldn’t have to face the Grasses alone. Gaetan 
and Schrédinger would be with him. But of course, they couldn’t make it any easier for him 


because they’d be too busy fighting for their own lives. He sighed as he felt his heartbeat get 
faster once again. 


What if he survived and Gaetan or Schrédinger or, even worse, both died? He didn’t want to 
die, of course not, but he definitely didn’t want to live without them, either. Tonight, when he 
lay in his hammock and the others were already asleep, he’d pray to the old Elven Gods to 
protect his friends. He hadn’t prayed since he had come to the caravan, and he wouldn’t tell 
anybody about it. Least of all Gaetan, because he didn’t want his best friend to laugh at him. 
But no matter how stupid it sounded, the Gods had listened when Aiden had prayed for 
someone to rescue him from the orphanage. So maybe, they would listen once again. 


And even if they didn’t, praying was still a better thing to do than counting the minutes until 
dawn. Because no matter how strong the booze had been, Aiden wouldn’t get a wink of sleep 
tonight. He could understand that the mentors wanted them to rest because their bodies 
needed every ounce of strength they could get before the Grasses. But his fear weighed much 
stronger than a mug of Mahakam spirit. And if he looked at Gaetan, he doubted that his best 
friend would sleep any better. 


That gave him an idea. As the moon was nearing its zenith and the mentors sent them to go to 
bed, he was the first to go to their waggon. Gaetan, as always, was the last one coming, 
shuffling grudgingly towards Aiden, leaning onto the waggon and crossing his arms in front 
of his chest. 

“What is it?” 

“Can I sleep next to you?” Aiden asked after a moment of hesitation. 

Gaetan snorted. “Too drunk to climb your hammock?” 

“No. I just...don’t want to be alone tonight.” 

“Mael and Arthur will take the piss out of us. The whole caravan will, probably.” 


“T don’t care about them.” Aiden watched Gaetan, trying to read his expression. “Please?” 


After a long silence, Gaetan nodded. Then, completely unexpectedly, he pulled Aiden into a 
tight embrace. “Promise we’ll make it through the Grasses.” 


Aiden’s voice was barely more than a whisper. “We will.” 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


